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I was going to sleep on your bed and he went away
angry."
"Carlotta," Jane said sternly, "you are a very bad
girl. You cannot go and sleep on gentlemen's beds
at Grassleyes. It is not done/'
"I did once before," the girl admitted. "I loved
it and he was so angry."
"Of course he was* He has been very nicely
brought up."
Carlotta yawned.
"You are all very dull," she declared. "I hoped
Mr, Granet would come back alone. I wanted to ask
him if I could call him 'David5 always."
"Well, you can't," Jane declared. "He belongs to
me and it is time you went home, young lady."
"My sister will not be home for a long time. Tell
me about the new people. They looked down this
road and I think they thought this bungalow was
empty. I lay quite still and I could hear them talk-
ing."
"What did they say?" Granet asked.
"It was about you."
"Tell me what they said," he begged.
She sat on the side of his chair and put her arm
around his neck.
"The Marquise said she thought you were rather
good-looking. I had a good mind to put my head out
of the window and tell her to mind her own busi-
ness. You are good-looking, though. Are you not,
David?"
"Marvellous," he answered impatiently. "Are you
sure there was nothing else?"